

The Life and Peiath 

As thoughts of things Divine, are intermixt 
"With fcruples , and dofettheFaithitfelre 
AgainfttheFakh ; as thus Come litde.ones ; and then' 
Itisashard tocomejasforaCamell ( againe. 

To thred the poftcrne of a Needles eye*. 

1 houghts tending to Ambition , they do plot _ 

Vnlikely wonders ; how thefe vaine weakc nailes 
Mayiearc a paffage through the Flinty ribbcs 
Of this bard world, my ragged prifonwalles ; 

And for they oannot, dye in their owne pride. 

Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelves» 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes flaves, 

Nor fhall not be th'e laft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes , refufe that fliame 
That many have , and othersmuft fit there ^ 

And in ihisthought, they, findc a kind of ea(e. 

Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 

Offuch as ha ve before indufd the like. ' 

Thus play I in one Prifon, mpy people, _ 

And none contented, Sometimes am I King j 
Then treafon makes me wifti my felfe a Begger, 

And fo 1 anr. Then crufning penury, 

Perfwadesme, I was better when a King: ; 

Then am 1 king’d againe j and by and by, 

Thinkethat I am m-km^'dhyB ullwghroeke. 

And ftraight am nothing-But what ere I am, Mttpeke^ 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 

With nothing {ball be pleas’d, till be be eas d 
With beingnoihing. Mufickc doe theare ? ■ , 

Ha, ha ? kcepetime;oHowTo.wrefwea-Muficke is, ' . 
When time IS broike V anid no Proportion kept ? 

So is it in the Mu ficke of mens lives : . ‘ y 

And here have;! the daintinefle of earff,- “ 

To hearetimebrokeina dilbcder’d firing tt o 

But for the Concord of my-State and timej 
Hadnat-aneare:to heart my true Time broke.'- 
I- wafted Time, and now doth Time vyafte me: 
Fornowhathtimcmadeniehis numbringClockt ^ ^ ‘ * . 
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of Richard the feeond. 

My thoughts^arc minutes ; and with fighestheyfarre. 
There watches to mine eyes the outward W atch. 
Whereto my fingcr,likeaDiallspoint, 

Is poynting fiill, in clenfing them from tearcs. 

Now fir, the found that tels what houre iris. 

Are clamorous grones, that firike upon my heart. 

Which is the bell : fo fighes and teares, and grones, 

Shew minutes, houres, and times: O but my time 
Runs poafting on, in BalltJ^gbroolies proud ioy. 

While Iftand fooling here, bis j'ackeo’th’ Clockc* 

This Muficke mads me, let it found no more. 

For though it have holpe mad men to their w its. 

In me it feemes,it will make wife-men mad : 

Yet bletfing on his heart that gives it me ; 

For ’tis a figne oflove, and love to RicIoArd, 

Is a ftrangc brooch,in this all-hating world.- 
Enter Groente» 

Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 
i?»'c/j.ThankesN6ble Peere. 

The cheapeft of us,is ten gfotes to deare* 

What art thou ? And how com’ft thou hither.^ 

Where no man ever comes, but that fad dogge 
That brings mefood,to make misfortune live? 

Groo.j was a poor6 Groome of thy ftable (King) 
When thou weft King, who travelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length have gotten leave 
To looke Upon my(fometimes Royali)maftersface. 

O how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets, that Corronation day, 

VVhen Bttllinghr 'ooke rode on Roane Barbary, 

That Horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid. 

That Horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rode he on B^rbary ? tell me gentle friend. 

How went he under him ? 

Groo, So proudly, as if he had difdain’d the gfodtid. 
Etch, So proud, that Bullingbrooks was on his backci 
That jade hath cate bread from my Royall hand. 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
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